
The m ifl lamentable Tragedie 

Towards Phabus lodging, fuch a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft 
And bringin clowdie night immediately; 

Spread thy dofccurtaineloue-performinp- night' 

1 hat runnawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo * 

Leape to cncfe anncs^vntalkt of and vnfeenc 
Loners can fee to doe their amorous rights, * 

And by their owne beauties, orif louche blind, 

Ic belt agrees with night, come ciuill night 
Thou fober futed matron all in blacke, * 

Andlearneme how to loofe a winning match, 

Plaid for a pairc of ftainlefte maidenhoods, 

Hood my vnmand blood baydng in rny checlces ’ 

With thy blacke mantle, till llrangeloue grow bold 
Thinke true lone aded limple modeftie: 3 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in nio-fi t 

Por thou wilt lie vpon the wings of njVht, ° 

V V hitcr then new fnow vpon a Raucns backe: 

Come gentle night, come louing blackbrowd night. 

Giue nye my Romeo, and when I fhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres 
And he will make the face of heauen i'o fine ’ 

That all the world will be in loue with ni°hr* 

And pay no worlliip to thegarifh Sun. ° 

O I haue bought the manfion of a loue 
But not polled it, and though I am fold* 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fomefeftiuall, 

T o an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not vveare then?, O here comes my Nurfe.’ 

• Enter Nurfe with cords. 

And (lie bring newes and euery tongue that fpeaks 
Rut Romeos name, fpeakes heauenlyeloquence.* 

Now Nurfe, what newes? what haft thou there. 

The cords that Romeobidthce fetch/ 

Nw. I, 


of^omeo and Juliet, 


N#r. I, I, the cords. . , . . 

Juliet. Ay me, what newes* why dolt thou wring thy hands: 
N«r. A weladay,hees dead.hees dead, hees dead, 

■We are vndone Lady, we arc vndone. 

A lacke the day, Hees is gone, hees kild, hecs dead, 

r C ls/» fts pnniAlK. 


Romeo can* 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

In. What diuell art thou, that doft tormc-ntme thus? 

This torture fhould berored in difmall hell. 

Hath Romeo flame himfelfe* fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell 1 Hull poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfwere I; 

If he be llaine fay I, or if not, no, 

Bricfe, founds, de termine my W'eale or wo, 

N«r; I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes,’ 

God faue themarke, here on his manly bre ft, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as allies, all bedawbde in blood. 

All in gore blood, I founded at the fight, 

Obreake my heart, poore banckrout break e at once, 
To prifon eyes, nere looke on libertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou and AwcuprelTeonheauie beare, 

Nw. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the bell friend 1 had, 

O curteousTybalt honeft Gentleman, 
ThateuerHhouldliueto fee thee dead, ^ 

In. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contraries 
Is/?o*»«iflaughtred? and is T)'^// dead? 

My dear ft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfnll f rumpetfoundthegeneralldoome, 

For who is liuing, if thofe two arc gone? 

G a Nttr, Tybalt, 







